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Read by Elder Benny Curl 
1) UGA/ ACF Group
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# 65-God be with you till we meet 
Pastor Jose Nieves 
Interment at Bonaventure Cemetery, 330 Bonaventure Road, Savannah, Ga. 31404 
In lieu of flowers, please send your donations to SunTrust Bank in the name of 
Emmanuel Agyemang 
We travelled to many places including Gainesville Fl., Houston Texas, Atlanta, and I 
can't tell you how many times we went to Athens. 
The tumor that started in his right knee went into his right shoulder. That resulted in 
taking almost his shoulder blade muscles. Furthermore, that also limited his right 
hand mobility and yet he drove from Savannah to Athens, a journey of 200+ miles. 
On the 13th of January my son had another surgery to remove part of his left lung. As 
a result of another tumor in his lung After a very difficult hospital stay, we finally 
came home after about 3 weeks. 
Emmanuel was noted to have another tumor in his left lung for which he received 
radiation therapy therefore that tumor, we were told, was dead and calcified. We 
sought help at Emory university to see the calcified tumor could be removed. More 
scans were needed. The scans were done on the Nov 19th and the results were much 
worse than what we thought. Emmanuel went through these experiences and numerous 
procedures more. 
I knew my son to be courageous and was willing to do anything to help him live, 
become a pharmacist, one day and help others in his situation. Some days he was 
sedated because of the adverse effects of his chemotherapy. Other times we 
discharged from the hospital 1 :00 am but none of that bothered him. 
He had integrity and courage to tell the truth come rain or shine. Even if it meant 
taking his toys and electronics away he still told the truth. 
He was an inspiration to many people including myself. In spite of his cancer and all 
the disabilities that came with it, he still went to church, fully participated in church 
activities. The last lime he played his saxophone at ACF at University of Georgia, he 
invited all of us to come and support him, not knowing that would the last time he will 
play for us. His favorite song. 
"Humble thyself in the sight of the Lord and He shall lift you up, higher and higher 
I ask that you all pray for us for God to help us through this difficult time. 
Mr. William 0. Agyemang 
j 
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playing the smphoe ma thugh several attempts were made te cenince a te euese a iffelat iutnaeat du tt Ile large 
size of the saxophone. He was very humble; respectfal and lmd the Lord. It was cluing bis lop schNl yean that he wu diag­
nosed with Osteosarcoma. His treatments of chemotherapy and surgeries were long and gnesome, ht • was determined to graduate 
with bis elm and with the help of God and many dedicated people in 2012. He also did well•• ti gain admission into the 
Univmity of Geergia with the hope of heceming a pharmacist. 
Kwame was very protective of his only sister and best friend Stephanie. He would be the one to tell Stephnie laow to get what she 
wants from us. On one occasion during Christmas, I told them they are getting one item each, so they were beth very upset and 
went into their rooms and closed the door behind them. After a while Kwame came out with a paper in his laand. I was expecting 
one item of choice but rather he had listed on a page and at the bottom, a total of the cost and on the next page he put "one item" 
for Christmas with the total amount He then went to Stephanie's room to ask her to do the same. Within his last 2 weeks on earth, 
he told me "mommy, I see I have taken all your time and I feel Stephanie is neglected, so I want you to buy her the car of her 
choice which is a Tesler for her birthday this year''. I responded by saying Stephanie will get a car but not a Tesler, it will be a 
Toyota Camry when I return to work. Ind by the way, Stephanie's birthday is in September, so we are not going to worry about it 
now. Little did I know that Kwame will not live to see Stephanie's birthday. 
The type of bone cancer that touched Kwame for almost six years was a "beast". He never had a break, it affected a new location 
every year which required surgery or chemotherapy for at least 6-9 months and when he completed the cycles of treatment, a new 
tumor showed up again in a different or same location. For the past year, it seemed he had new tumors every 4-6 weeks, some of 
which were visible to the naked eyes. 
This agony was not without physical and emotional pain because he had physical deformities due to multiple surgeries and pain 
beyond imagination. Through it all he was honorable with no excessive complaints. He wept a lot after he was paralyzed. He liter­
ally begged God to save his life because he believed God is all powerful and can intervene in any situation. This is visible in the 
way he posed in most of his pictures, with his hands together praying. 
I have spent more time in the same space with Kwame than anyone in my life and had a special bond. I stayed home with him for 
a year after he was born and worked night shift when I resumed work for 13 years meaning I was present with him at all times 
except when he was asleep. He slept in my bed because he felt it was more comfortable than his, even in his last week on earth 
he demanded I slept in his bed and when the first night didn't go well because the bed was too small. We compromised on being in 
the same room but not with him in the bed due to the small size of the bed. I also volunteered at his daycare and when I went to 
Savannah Technical College to begin a new career, he attended the daycare there so we can go together. I promised him that he 
will never be alone in the battle against cancer, and God helped me keep that promise and he was never alone. Even when he was 
too sick and could barely care for himself he allowed me to be in !thens so he can attend classes if that will make us feel better 
and we also talked for hours in the middle of the night when he could not sleep due to physical and mental pain. 
Kwame's passing is very painful and absolutely unbearable for me because, I watched him suffer daily for almost &years and as a 
mother you feel helpless about your child's pain because your heart aches. Kwame begged God to intervene as it shows in his pos­
ing's in his pictures. He also verbally asked me to pray to God to please save his life. Even though he is resting from his agony, 
mine has worsened with his absence, I miss him dearly and the mental pain is unbearable. Kwame expressed himself through music 
not only by playing saxophone but also by composing "beats," therefore I will end my tribute by playing one of his beats entitled 
"are you there God? It's me Eman. May his Soul Rest in Perfect Peace. 
Mrs. Dora !. !gyemang 
Revelation 14: 13 
"And I heard a voice from heaven saying unto me, 
Write, Blessed are the dead which die in the lord 
from henceforth: Yea, saith the Spirit, that they may 
rest from their labors; and their works do follow 
them". 
There are millions of cancer patients. But sitting at home while everyone I knew was away 
at college progressing with their futures was killing me. I felt totally by myself ... until I 
realized how many people had my back. People I had only walked by in my high school 
halls. People I only knew from Twitter. My friends, parents, and my biological best friend, 
my older sister. My UGA family. Every other cancer patient in the ring. 
There were people on 5 continents praying for me. What I'm trying to say is that whatever 
your demon is, I promise you that you aren't the only one fighting it, and you don't have to 
go through it by yourself. 
2. NOTHING CURES NAUSEA LIKE LAUGHTER .I.ND RAP MUSIC.
Some days I would wake up and instantly feel last night's dinner coming back for a visit.
Then, I would throw on "Cross the Country" by Migos and check Twitter for some grade-A
foolishness. As the music hyped me up and the internet cracked me up, the food stopped
corning up.
Trust me on this one: next time you have an upset stomach, throw on some Jeezy and go
find something to laugh at and see if your insides don't stop turning. "Laughter is the best
medicine" isn't a saying. It's science.
3. SYMPATHY GIFTS ARE DOPE.
I told you some of the lessons weren't that serious ... but anyway, the glacier white Play­
Station 4 sitting in my living room is a gleaming example of one of the perks of being a
cancer patient. Not to mention tons of candy, gift cards at random times, and the Make-A­
Wish foundation.
I THINK THE REAL LESSON HERE IS, WHEN YOU'RE GOING THROUGH SOMETHING,
PEOPLE WANT TO LESSEN YOUR PAIN. LET THEM.
4. LIFE IS PRECIOUS. CHERISH YOURS.
No matter how much you hate this class or that textbook or that homework assignment, no
matter how many girls completely ignore your existence, no matter how trash you think
your life is, you're breathing.
There are people out there fighting to draw every breath. That's the lesson God wanted me
to learn this time around. There were times when I had to crawl up stairs. I've had doctors
basically tell me my life was over. And yet, I'm still here. And I plan to cherish every day
until I'm not. I hope you do the same.
5. DON'T STOP SWINGING.
Whatever storm you are in, don't give up. I know it's easy to give up. Hell, I've done it. But
what I didn't realize is that I'm stronger than that storm. And so are you. Keep fighting.
Swing at that storm like a child throwing a temper tantrum and don't stop until it passes.
In conclusion, thanks to everyone who prayed, sent me a tweet, or a text, or a card. I'm
grateful for the support because I couldn't have done it without you, but most of all, I'm
grateful for my life.
I'm not supposed to be alive to type this. Someone told me that my relapse would turn into
a testimony. I guess this is it. And to cancer: the fade is here waiting for you.
Emmanuel Kwame Agyei Agyemang was born in London, England 
on Saturday, July 9th• 1994 to Mr. William Agyemang and Mrs. Dora 
Agyemang. Shortly after his birth, he relocated from London to the
United States where all his education occurred. He attended White 
Bluff Elementary school, South West Middle School and graduated 
from Jenkins High School in 2012. He went to the University of 
Georgia where he was studying Pre-Pharmacy, with the goal of 
becoming a pharmacist. Unfortunately, at the age of 16, he was 
diagnosed with and aggressive form of Osteosarcoma and lost the 
battle on Tuesday, February 23rd 2016. He is survived by his 
parents, sister Stephanie Agyemang, several uncles, aunties, 
nephews, nieces, cousins and friends. Emmanuel Kwame Agyei 
Agyemang, may your soul Rest in Perfect Peace. We will miss you 
dearly. 
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